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On the road again... 
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Thomas was looking out the window, a frown written on his face. The expression was a mixture of tired, angry 


and bored. 
"Are we ever going to get there?" 


| stirred in my seat, fought for an answer to give him. We had been on the tour bus for over I2 hours 


already, and it was starting to wear my patience thin as well. 


"| got no idea Tom. | guess we'll get there when we get there." 


Sonny, the bass player, made a snoring noise. He was awake, but the snore noise was his way of giving input 
without actually saying a word. Too cool for school. 


Thomas groaned "See? Even HE fucking thinks this sucks!" 
He turned to face the window, watching California rolling by. 


Choke, my faithful drummer from Nine lron's beginning days, slept soundly. Had he been awake, he might have 
said much the same thing. 


Hell, it was getting to me too. just tried not to let it. | had bigger problems to worry about. | mean, how do 
you tell your bandmates you might be pregnant? 


| still bought the girly things | needed, to keep the questions away. But | was approaching a week late, and there 
was no time to stop the tour to go home to see my own doctor. And, God forbid if | were spotted buying a 
pregnancy test in some drugstore in Anytown, USA. 

I'd NEVER hear the end of it. 

Thomas touched my arm. Tentatively, sympathetically. 

"Torchy, you okay?" 

| turned and looked at him. Tried to smile, feeling that he saw right through me, that | was glass. 


"Yeah, l'm fine" 


~ No, lim not. I'm far from fine. | might be pregnant, I'm scared and I'm alone in this. | need to talk to Junior, | 


need to talk to Chris, | need to talk to Gar. But most of all..| need to talk to Dave~ 


| turned away from him, looked at Choke across the aisle from me. Sleeping. | wished | could have slept as 


easily as he did. 


But, until | had an answer to this..| wouldn't. 


Junior 


Finally, after what felt like a year, we stopped at a diner. 

My bandmates ran inside as if they were in a 400 meter sprint race. | hung back a second, spotting the 
payphone. 

| knew | needed help. So | picked up the phone, put in a quarter, and dialed his number. 

The friendly voice on the other end of the line made me smile. 


"Torchy! How have you been?" 


| knew | had to tell Junior what was wrong. If | couldn't tell Dave Mustaine, | could at least tell Junior. | choked 


on my words, and a sob escaped me. 

"lm late..." 

Junior's voice sounded like a bomb dropped, and given the circumstances, you could say one did. 
"You're what? Are you serious? How late?" 

He was instantly in tune with what | was saying. | could count on Junior as a good friend. 


| got a real problem man, l'm on tour with Iron right now, and | don't know what to do. | didn't tell the boys 


yet". 

Junior's voice was soft. 

"Does Dave know.?" 

| started to cry. 

"No, you're the first one | told." 
From behind me came-- 

"Now l'm the second." 


| spun around, staring at Thomas. He was pale, like he hadn't slept in days. 


| spoke into the phone. 


"Junior, we're going to be in LA tonight. Can you bring Chris and Gar and meet us? Please don't tell Dave. | 
need To tell him myself" 


Junior said ‘yes' and then | hung up the phone, crumbling to the ground My sobs wracked my body in spasms. 
Thomas kneeled and enfolded me in his arms. 


| just cried harder. 
"We'll get through this. | haven't been your friend this long to just give up when you need me" 


He was right. He had seen my through harder days. When | was drinking heavily, when | was alone. And when 
Ant had to quit because he got married, Thomas had stepped right into his place. 


"Tom, promise me you won't tell Choke or Sonny. Please, promise me that. Not until | talk to Dave." 


Thomas nodded. | knew he wouldn't say a thing to anyone. 
He helped me up, and we went inside and ate. Then, back on the bus again. 


We rolled into LA at just about three in the afternoon, and checked into our hotel. | had a room alone this 
time, as | needed space to think 


| had been watching TV when there was a knock on the door. 
"Room service." a familiar voice said. 


| opened the door, and there was Junior, with Gar and Chris. 


Stepping aside, | motioned them into the room. 
"What's up?" Chris asked me. 

"Yeah, man" Gar said, "the way Junior here was going on, you'd think someone got knocked up or... 
He stopped when he saw my face. 

"Oh god.you didn't 

| nodded, Then | looked at the floor. 

David Ellefson looked crossly at Gar. 

"You could be a lot more sensitive about this. She's not exactly happy about it either" 


Chris huffed thoughtfully. 


"Who is the father?" 

| raised an eyebrow, but Junior answered him. 

"Dave is." 

Gar's jaw snapped open in an O shape, eyes widening to match. Junior cuffed him, and he quickly shut it: 


"That's why | needed you guys here. | don't know how to tell Dave, or how he's going to react. | don't think | 
can raise a kid right now, Im only 2l. This is scaring the shit out of me." 


Junior hugged me tight. Chris and Gar joined the hug circle. 
Chris looked at me. 


"Dave is coming to your guys’ gig later. Do you want one of us to send him to see you after, while we take 


your bandmates out from all this?" 
| managed a small smile. 
"That seems the best way to do this.it's now or never". 


We heard a bump noise outside the door. Gar went and opened it, tumbling an evesdropping Choke and Sonny 
into the room. Thomas stood behind them, glaring down angrily. 


"Great! Just greatll Now everybody fucking knows! 

Thomas waved his arms to shush me. 

Into the room behind him strode the tall figure of Dave Mustaine 
"Knows what?" Dave questioned 


And it was about at that moment that | fainted. 


Meltdown in room 147 


"Knows WHAT?" 


Dave stared directly at Junior, who slunk away behind Chris and Gar. Thomas and Sonny revived me, while 


Choke tried to exercise some damage control. 

But Dave stared straight through him. And when he clenched his hands into fists, | feared the worst. 
Choke stood firmly in front of me, as if he were prepared to fight for me if need be. 

Dave let out a long breath. 

"It has to do with me, doesn't it?" 

From my seat on the bed, | nodded. 

"Dave, there's something | have to talk to you about. Alone." 

As if on cue, everyone else left the room, leaving me alone. 

With Dave Mustaine. 

"Okay, what is it that you need to talk about with me?" 


His voice was calm, but had a definate hint of concern. 


| knew he had never been in this situation before, and neither had |. 

"Remember when we opened for you about a month ago, and what happened between us?" 

He nodded 

| went on, slight hesitation in my voice. 

"Well, that night we made something happen Ard it's still happening.." | paused, deciding to just get right to it. 
"Dave, | think | might be pregnant with our child." 


His face registered a mixture of emotions, though anger wasn't anywhere in them. He took me into his arms, 


and just cried, tears wet on my cheek, sobs in my ear. 


It was not the reaction | was expecting from him. | had feared one of anger, yet he wasn't. His hand found the 


bottom of my T shirt, and slid up inside, resting on my lower belly. He kissed me softly. 
"Whatever you want to do now, | will support your decision” 
| sighed sadly. 


I'm too young to do this, but I'm too far along to just abandon it. I'm going to carry this baby, then | don't 


know what to do from there." 

Dave smiled warmly, his latte colored eyes meeting mine. 
"lll be there. No matter what happens" 

We sat and held each other for the longest time. 


| might still be on tour when | started to show. | had never been pregnant before, so | had no idea how much, 


or how little, | would show either. 
At least | felt better knowing that Dave was in it with me now. 


But out of my bandmates, Sonny and Choke still didn't REALLY know what was going on.. 


Change and confusion.. 


In the end, Dave and | decided that Junior should be the one to explain things to Choke and Sonny. His reasoning 
skills were invaluable to us at this point, and we knew that, if anyone could explain how things were, Junior 
could. 

Choke and Sonny both sat in shocked silence, Sonny trying to wrap his mind around the idea of a pregnant 
guitar player. 

Choke just worried about how | was dealing with the whole thing now. 

He came to talk to me, a friend to a friend. No longer a drummer talking to a guitar player. 

"So.how far along?" 

| sighed in tired thought. This was harder than | had ever expected it would be. 


"About a month, give or take. Since we last toured with Dave and the guys, that | know for sure." 


Choke threw an arm over my shoulder, like an old brother might do in a time of his sister's sadness. | knew he 


was trying to keep it together for me, but | could sense some questions in his mind. 
"You know we're going to have to keep touring, even with your present condition, right?" 


| nodded. We had a record to debut, and the tour was our obligation, pregnancy or not. This was not going to 
be easy on any of us. Least of all Dave and |. 


Victim of Changes.. 


The tour went on as planned.then our management, nice fuckers that they are, sprung a doozy on us. The 


tour was a whole five months! 

| was not happy. Neither was Dave, when he found out. 

"Fuck! Don't they realize that you'll be showing a lot by then’? Those fuckers!" 
| grinned at him, causing him to raise both eyebrows. 


"Dave..they don't know. We all figured it would be best if we didn't tell them. It might fuck things up worse if 
we did." 


Dave nodded in agreement. He knew how the record companies were with people's lives. If news of my condition 
got out, our band might have the rug pulled out from under us. That was the last thing he wanted to happen 
to us. 

And to me in paticular. 

He held me in his arms, stroking my hair. | melted away for the moment.. 

~ Three months later~ 

The tour bus rolled down the road again, rays of sunlight catching on Dave's sunglasses. Since Megadeth wasn't 
on tour at the moment, he and Junior decided to join us. Chris and Gar were off doing their own things 
elsewhere. 

Junior nudged me from sleep, his white socked foot touching my shin. He was across the aisle from me 

"How are you feeling?" 

| yawned, stretched and turned to him, smiled. 


"Aside from starting to feel like there's a tennis ball in my stomach, just fine." 


| felt the grapefruit sized lump my lower abdomen was becoming. At least | just looked like | was getting a pot 


belly, or a small feminine beer gut. No information leak just yet. 


Dave stirred beside me, his hand resting gently on my now bared belly. Under his hand, the baby moved 


restlessly, 


"Looks like someone needs a feeding. There's a stop up ahead." 

| smiled at him. 

"| still don't know what to do about this. But I'm coping as best | can" 

Choke leaned over my seat back. 

"At least your Jackson V covers that part of you. | bet nobody will notice, even into your eighth month." 
Sonny gave a thumbs up in agreement. 

"Choke's right. And if you were going to consider adoption, that would be cool and... 

Dave shot him a glare. 

If she wants to raise this baby, she should. | don't think it's for you to say anything at this point in time." 

| glared at all of them. 

"Geez! You MEN seem to forget one thing. | am the one this baby is growing inside, and Dave is the one who 
helped it all happen. | think, and | know Junior would agree with me on this, that it's up to Dave and | what we 
do". 


Junior nodded. 


"She does have a very valid point. She and Dave are the parents, it's their call. So maybe the rest of us should 


just help if we're asked to and leave it at that." 

| shrugged. 

"That would be alright with me. Dave?" 

Dave smiled, nodded. Then drifted back into a light sleep. 

| let him rest, settling myself in beside him, with a sandwich Junior had given me during all the commotion of 


our discussion. As | ate, one thought occurred to me. 


This tour would be hell. In more ways than one. 


In sickness.and in health. 


We were booked in for show after show it seemed. Normally, this would have been what | was looking forward 


to, but the present circumstances prroved that there was no ‘normal anymore. 


We pulled into San Diego , and got checked into our hotel. | figured | could benefit from a swim in the hotel 
pool. Junior and Dave went with me, Choke and Thomas preferred to battle each other on Playstation 2. 


| was in mid lap across the pool when | felt nausea set in 


Lunging for the side of the pool, | clung to the edge. 
Instantly, Dave was beside me. 
"You okay?" 


Junior also looked concerned, especially when Dave suggested they get me out of the pool. No sense in my 


drowning before a gig. 
| was climbing out of the pool when | noticed the drops of blood. Junior flew into fits and hysterics. 
"Oh God! We need to get you to a hospital!" 


Looking into the pool, | was inclined to agree with him. 


Racing to the front desk, leaving Dave and | feet behind, Junior had the desk clerk call ‘Il. 


In a ten minute span, an ambulance pulled up, the paramedics got me on the gurney, got Dave and Junior into 


the back with me, and raced back to the hospital. 


| was admitted to the ER, tests were conducted, and the wait began. Two hours ticked by, then finally a nurse 


came to see me. 


"| don't know what you're doing with your diet to cause your period to delay for that many months" she 
sighed, "But | suggest you look at eating a lot better than you must be". 


| stared at her in shock. 
~Period?l ~ 
"Did you just say my PERIOD?!" 


The nurse showed me the chart. Written on in it, very clearly in black ink, was ‘delayed period. pregnancy test 
performed, result negative’. 


"So | wasn't pregnant. But then why was | sick like it?" 

| asked the nurse, desperate for an answer. 

The nurse looked at me thoughtfully. 

"Well, have you been under extreme stress, had a change in diet, or a sudden loss of appetite?" 

| nodded yes to all three. 

The nurse smiled kindly at me. 

‘Sometimes, it's our body's way of protesting. It isn't uncommon to sometimes miss a period, though it is 
strange have it delayed as long as yours was. Three months is quite unusual, but all the tests we did turned 
up normal." 


She went to the door, adding with a friendly smile. 


There's a box of tampons and a box of sanitary pads there for you. Please take one, or both boxes. And 


have a wonderful day" 


Then she left me to dress into some of my clothes, which Junior had gotten sent from my duffle bag in my 


hotel room. 


When | had finished dressing, | went out to the waiting room. This was going to be interesting, having to explain 
to Junior and Dave that it was only a very delayed period. 


The nurse was already out in the hall, reassuring Dave, who had his head in his hands. He looked like he'd been 
crying. 


Junior held out his arms, drew me in and hugged me. 
"Torch, you okay? We were so worried about you!" 


| nodded, and kneeled down to look into Dave's teary eyes. 
Reaching out, | wiped away his tears. 


"You really wanted to have a baby with me, didn't you?" 


He silently nodded, his red locks bobbing. He'd been all set to be a father for a child we weren't even going to 


have now. 


| was sad too, though also relived that | was back to relative normalcy. 
Dave stood up, and held me close. 

"| guess we'd better get ready for that show tonight" 

| was full of quiet agreement. 


The three of us caught a Taxi back to the hotel, Dave and | resting in our room, while Junior went to again 


use some damage control with the others. 


Fu@ker! 


Thomas, Choke and Junior came to our room later that afternoon 

"We heard about your scare.you okay?" 

Thomas asked me. | hugged him, then | hugged Choke, telling them that | was okay. 
| heard a familiar voice and a knock on the half open hotel room door. 

"Don't forget to hug me, too!" 

| turned around. Groh! 


| ran and jumped on him, maybe not the brightest thing to do, in light of my being in the hospital a few hours 


ago. 
"Fucker! How have you been? WHERE have you been?" 
| yelled at him in mock anger. 


He told me all about his new band, Ant's wedding, all the good stuff I'd missed out on when I'd flown back to 
my hometown after that first tour. 


Choke punched Grah, in the shoulder. 
"Didn't even think to call me?" he huffed. 


Grah shrugged, stuck out his tongue, then grinned. 
He slapped hands with Thomas. 


"So, you're Torchy's buddy from Seattle. Good to know you." 


Thomas smiled. 


Grah noticed Dave and Junior standing there staring at him. 


"Oh cripes, you two again!" 
Dave shot him the finger, grinning wickedly. Junior shrugged, chuckled. 


We all decided not to tell Grah anything about my health scare. Leave it well enough alone, since there was 


nothing to worry about now. 


| decided to ask about Ant. Grah told me he was happy with his new bride and things were going well. We all 
sat around and talked. 


Chris and Gar phoned to say they were delayed and would meet up with us all in a few days. 


We still had a show to prepare for that night, so that's what we focused on now. 


Tap..tap...tap... 


After we all hung around gabbing, | crashed out for a while. 


Dave joined me, and we sprawled out on one of the beds in my hotel room. 


| was awoken a few hours later by a sound, at least, that's what | think it was. 


| opened one eye, looked towards the bathroom. No faucet dripping. Strange. 

| went back to sleep, and had just managed to nod off, when, there it was again.only | could FEEL it this time. 
Tap...tap..tap... 

That was it! | bolted upright, wailing and thrashing my arms around, swinging punches at the invisible attacker. 


Dave also bolted awake in a panic. He had no idea what had gotten into me at all. We were both sitting there, 
wild eyed and breathing rapidly, when there was a muffled laugh from the floor. 


Choke, Junior and Grah were lying on the floor. A knock resounded at the door, and Thomas burst in. 
| TOLD ‘em not to do it! They never listen!" 

Junior looked up at Dave and | , a kind of innocence written on his features. 

"Wasn't MY idea, | swear." 

He held up his right hand for emphasis. | shook my head, Dave's face was dark like a storm cloud. 


Grah's laughter was uncontrollable,as he rolled back and forth on the floor. | swear, | wanted to drag him down 


a flight of stairs by his hair. Make that fifteen flights of stairs. 


Dave took control of the situation, grabbing Choke with one hand, Grah with the other. He dragged them both 
out into the hallway, leaving Junior and | sitting there with a shocked Thomas. 


"Is he always THAT strong?" Thomas asked us. 
Junior and | nodded. 


Thomas gulped, swallowing nervously. Dave stalked back into the room, kneeling down so he was eye to eye with 


Thomas, who was sitting on the floor. 


"Whose idea WAS IT??" he asked pointing to Junior. 


Thomas shook his head, Junior let out a sigh of relief. He'd hardly instigated an idea in his life, and never one 
involving the possibility of pissing Dave off. 


| raised an eyebrow, smirking. 
"| think | know who was behind that..because he's ALWAYS been behind these kind of things." 


Grah, that's who. | knew this because, before he came back around, nothing at all had gone on like this. Don't 
get me wrong, he was my friend. But he was also another thing.. 


Trouble. 
Grah liked to cause reactions in people, and the more disturbed of a reaction it was, the better he liked it. And 
he knew nothing of Dave's darker half..well, okay. NOW he did, given that Dave dragged him out of the room by 
his shirt. 


Dave returned, a sheepish looking Choke behind him. No Grah in sight. As if he figured what we were going to 


ask, Dave right away informed us. 


| sent him packing. Told him this kind of shit is no longer acceptable..reminded him why you fired his ass in the 
first place". 


Yeah, you read it right folks. | did indeed fire Grah. Not for anything personal. | did it because he couldn't keep 


his act together long enough to be serious. 


The band wasn't all fun and games to the rest of us, but to Grah, it was. Choke's girlfriend had just had their 
first baby and he needed to support them both. Thomas was putting himself through college. 


Sonny, wherever he was at the moment, was trying to get a better place to live, and needed better income to 


do that. 

Me? | was in it for the music.also, to pay my bills and eat. 

Groh just hadn't taken anything seriously at all. So | had given him the ‘Im Sorry Man’ speech.and off he went. 
Thomas shuffled off to find Sonny, taking Junior with him. Chris and Gar were with Sonny, we knew. 

Dave and |, finally alone, did what we were waiting to do.. 


We fell into restful sleep. 


In fine form 
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After Grah's departure, things went back to the same usual business.and business was good! 
| slept most times on the bus, as we plodded our way across the states. | could tell it was wearing on 


everyone, and Thomas seemed to be getting anxious about something. 


| found out what when he came up to me one late evening, tapping me on the arm as | dozed in my bunk. 


Opening one eye, | looked at him in my usual sleepy manner. 
"You okay, Tom?" 
He half nodded, half shook his head. | shot him a which-is-it? look. 


"Okay, you got me. hate this part of things. | wish we were on stage, right now, doing what we should be 
doing!" 


| snickered. 
"So, you mean to tell me that you want to be onstage at 4 am, playing a show to which nobody would come?" 


| looked out the window at the city going by.and spotted it. 
A baseball field, complete with rows of bleachers. | called up to the driver. 


"Please pull over and alert everyone else. We're making a special stop.at Thomas’ request.” 
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Walking up towards the front of the bus, | nudged a sleeping Dave awake, who promptly kicked Junior in the 


bunk below. 
"Wake up, boys! Let's gol” Dave commanded. 


Sonny rolled over in sleep, only to have his pillow yanked out from under his head. Junior smacked Choke, using 


Sonny's pillow to do so. 
Choke sat up, banging his head against the bunk above him. 


“Ow! Fuck!! What the hell?!" 


Dave walked by. Choke glared at him. 
"We're getting off the bus" Dave firmly said. 
Choke gave him a ‘but why?" look, though Dave was already too far down the aisle to see it though. 


Dawn was coming, we could just begin to see the colors of the impending sunrise, peeking up over the California 


low hills. 

As quickly as they could, our gear was unloaded and set up, soundchecks were done as quietly as possible. The 
road crew stood by closely, as if waiting for the cops to come around at any minute. They probably would, 
after we did this. 

With dave at the vocals, we went into ‘Rattlehead'. 

Yards away, we could see lights going on in bedroom windows, and apartment buildings. Shouts of ‘Shut off that 


fucking noise! and ‘Would you shut up!? echoed across the close by suburbs. 


We kept going, until people started coming out of their houses, then with the Road Crew grabbing our gear at 
ludicris speed, we all jumped back onto the buses and drove away laughing. 


Thomas was beaming from ear to ear. Dave was doubled over, clutching his stomach. Junior, Choke and Sonny 


were already in tears, they were laughing so hard. 
| threw an arm around Thomas’ shoulder. 

"You liked that, huh? 

He nodded, still in hysterics. 

"Are we gonna be doing that again, any time soon?" 
| looked to the others. 


Junior was nodding approval. Choke and Sonny were still holding onto their bunks, trying not to fall over 
laughing. 


Dave grinned slyly. 
"You've got to admit.that WAS a lot of fun" 


Thomas went right back to laughing. 


"Hey", | said, "At least they didn't need an alarm clock this morning!" 

We were rolling in the aisles laughing, when | noticed the cop cars going the opposite way from the way we 
were going. 

"| guess they're going to check out that noise complaint", Sonny guffawed. 


We all cracked up again, laughing ourselves back to sleep. 


Warmth 


The bus rolled on down the road, sunrise casting colors across the sky, though we were all too sound asleep in 


the dark of the bunk area to notice it. 


| was half aware of someone rolling into my bunk beside me. 


His breath was warm on the back of my neck as he lay behind me, spooning with me. 


| opened one eye, looking over my shoulder at Dave Mustaine. He smiled at me and | pulled back the blanket and 
welcomed him in under it with me. Turning to face him, | gripped his T shirt, pulling it over his head and 
dropping it on the bus floor outside the bunk. 


He did the same to me, tossing the shirt behind him. A snicker of laugher escaped Choke, in the lower bunk 
across from us. We ignored him, too focused on what we were about to do. We kissed each other, passionate 
and aggressive at the same time. Licking earlobes, and nibbling necks, our hands slid over each other's skin, 


exploring. 
Sliding our jeans to our ankles, we worked them off altogether, using what little bunk space we had. Dave 
dropped his thighs between mine, erection pressed against my waiting wetness. Both of us gasped a breath as 


he slid softly inside of me. 


Small space as it was, there was limited room for real in and out thrusting, so we made do as best we could. 


Turns out, the lighter thrusts and movements we made were more than enough. 
Our moans and grunts brought forth whispers and snickers from the others in the bunks. 
Junior and Sonny, perhaps asleep in their bunks, minded their own and made no sound. 


Thomas and Choke however ‚whispered back and forth to each other , with the occasional stifled laugh or 


chuckle. 


Hidden behind the bunk curtains, Dave and | quietly made love for a while longer, before falling asleep in each 


other's arms. 


